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doubt that I have done it in a reverent spirit,
telling the truth as I see it, from the beginning
to the end, and hiding or omitting as little as
might be of what ought to be told.. Yet when I
come to the parting I am painfully conscious
that I have not done Oscar Wilde justice; that
some fault or other in me has led me to dwell
too much on his faults and failings and grudged
praise to his soul-subduing charm and the
incomparable sweetness and gaiety of his na-
ture.

Let me now make amends. When to the ses-
sions of sad memory I summon up the spirits
of those whom 1 have met in the world and
loved, men famous and men of unfulfilled re-
nown, I miss no one so much as I miss Oscar
Wilde. I would rather spend an evening with
him than with Renan or Carlyle, or Verlaine or
Dick Burton or Davidson. I would rather
have him back now than almost anyone I have
ever met. I have known more heroic souls and
some deeper souls; souls much more keenly
alive to ideas of duty and generosity; but I have
known no more charming, no more quickening,
no more delightful spirit.

This may be my shortcoming; it may be that
I prize humour and good-humour and eloquent
or poetic speech, the artist qualities, more than